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NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


HENRY HOLT &CO. 
HAVE READY: 
Croffut’s A Midsummer Lark, 


By WILLIAM A. CROFFUT, 16mo, 
Series. $1.00. 
A very Humorous Account of an European Trip. 


The New Novels. 


Leisure Hour 


Norris’s No New Thing, 


By W. E. Norris, author of MATRIMONY, 16mo, 
Leisure Hour Series. $1.00. 





In the Leisure Moment Series. 


No. 10. In THE OLDEN TIME. By Author of 
Noblesse Oblige..........cccccecees 25¢. 
No. 9. MATRIMONY. By W. E. Norris......... 3oc. 
No. 8. BEYOND RECALL. By Adeline Sergeant. 25c. 
No. 7. CectL DREEME. By Theodore Winthrop. 3oc. 
No. 6. HER DEAREST Foe. By Mrs. Alexander. 3oc. 
No. 5. A CHELSEA HOUSEHOLDER........----+ 25¢. 
No. 4. A Story OF CARNIVAL. Ay M. A.M 
PIS hg avin cg pay sb cer cdeceeeesses 25¢ 
No, 3. THE ADMIRAL’S WARD. By Mrs. Alex- 
itivcrsendecenvernenehesned Skt 35c. 
No. 2. GIDEON FLEYCE. By H. W. Lucy...... 25¢c. 
No. 1. Democracy. An American Novel...... goc. 


[3 Allthe Leisure Moment Series may be had 
in the LEIsuURE Hour SERIES, printed on heavier 
paper bound in English cloth, etc. Price, $1 each. 





PATENT BINDER 


FOR FILING 


*- LIFE: 


Cheap, Strong and Durable. 


Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any 
part of the United States for $1.00. 
Address, office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 


1155 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
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I will never buyany but And Twill never sell any 
HARTSHORNS ROLLERS} but HARTSHORNS! 





From Basque-Land to Carcasonne. 


| CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, 


| never extravagant; the descriptive and analytical passages 


- LIFE: 








NEW PUBLICATIONS. 





CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS’ 
POPULAR BOOKS. 


A New AnpD CHEAP EDITION. 
Old Creole Days. 


By Georcre W. Caste. Part 1. Madame Delphine—Café 
des Exilés—Belles Demoiselles Plantation. Part Il 
**Posson Jone’’’—Jean-ah Poquelin—’Tite Poulette— 
’Sieur George—Madame Delicieuse. 
complete, price 30 cents, 

“Nothing im recent literature is more enchanting and | 
romantic than his descriptions of Louisiana scenery ; and | 
his human figures are drawn in it with equal delicacy and | 
tender refinement. The scenery is real, the people live and 
laugh, and work and play their little parts in the sunlight, but 
the genius of the author has cast over the land and people 
that truest of all lights, the idealizing light of sentiment.” — 
Charles Dudley Warner in the Hartford Courant, 





16mo, paper, each 


(CUERNDALE 


By J. S. or DALE. 


1 vol., r2mo, $1.25. 





‘* The author is a strong writer, with all the vigor and 
freshness of one who comes boldly forward with his first 
book. * * * His work has a crispness and spirit that 
are very attractive. * * There is genuine life-blood 
pulsing through it.”"—7he Literary World. 


Cupid, M.D. 
By Aucustus M. Swirt. 1 vol. 16mo. Cloth, $1. 


** A dainty little love story in a very sparkling and witty 
manner. The humor is exceedingly bright, the anima- 
tion of the recital unflagging, and the spirit of the | 
whole delightfully fresh and attractive. In its lighter as- | 
pects, the work reveals a decided originality of style at | 
once natural and vivacious, while the serious episode of the 
plot shows marked powers of description and strength in 
characterization.’’—Bosion Saturday Evening Gazette. 











An Honorable Surrender. 

By Mary Apams, 1 vol. 12mo, $1. 
“‘ The story belongs distinctly to the realistic school of | 
modern fiction. The situations are those of every day. The | 
characters are not in the least eccentric; the dialogue is | 


are neither obtrusive nor too prolix. The sum of all these | 
negations is a charming book, full of a genuine human inter- | 
est.’’—Portland Weekly Advertiser. 


— ‘ | 
An American Four-in-Hand in 
Britain. 

By AnprREw CARNEGIE. 1 vol. 8vo, with an artotype il- 

lustration, $2. 

This book gives a lively account of the author’s famous 
drive with a party of friends on a coach through England 
and Scotland. The trip was originally suggested by Mr, 
Black’s novel. ‘* The Strange Adventures of a Phaeton,” 
and extended from Brighton to Inverness, a distance of | 
more than eight hundred miles, which was accomplished in 
about seven weeks, 


A NEW EDITION RE-ISSUED FOR 1883-84: 


The Index-Guide to Travel and 
Art-Study in Europe. “| 


By Larayvette C. Loomis, A.M. With Plans and Cata- 
logues of the Chief Art Galleries, Maps, Tables of Routes, 
and 160 illustrations. 1 vol. 16mo, 600 pages, $3.50. 

‘* The value of the Guide is incontestable. It would be 
worth purchasing if only for the abundant maps of cities, 
plans of galleries, and charts of railway and river routes, to 
say nothing of the art illustrations.”—WV. Y. Evening Post. 


In the Shadow of the Pyrenees. | 


By Marvin R. Vin- 
cent, D. 1 vol. r2mo, with etchings and maps, $2. 

** The author has a light and graceful style, and he has 
chosen a remarkably picturesque region for the subject of 
his description, being the broken country lying beyond the 
Bay of Biscay, between Bayonne and the point where the 
Pyrenees slope down to the sea.”—New York Times. 





These books are for sale by all booksellers, or will be 
sent, post-paid, upon receipt of price by 


743 and 745 Broadway, New York. 


| mosquitoes, no malaria. 


SUMMER RESORTS. 


CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, 


SEASON OF 1883. 


The hotels of the Campobello Company, ‘‘ THE OWEN” 
and ** TYN-Y-COED,” will be opened for the season in 
the latter part of June, and will be under the same manage- 
ment as last year. 

Since the closing of last season many improvements have 





| been made, that will greatly add to the already superlative 


comforts at this unique watering place. 

The season of 1882 was a great success, and so many 
people were unable to get rooms that a new dormitory has 
been built near Tyn-y-coed, to which it will be a pleasant 
annex, 

It has been constructed under the supervision of Cum- 
mings A Sears, contains sixty-four rooms and will be fur- 
nished in the same attractive way as the others. Extensive 
water views, abundant sunshine. and open fires on every 
hand, pure spring water and good drainage, are the featuies 
here secured. 

Comfortable carriages, village carts, wagonettes, and well- 
equipped saddle horses will be supplied. 

he steamer Emmet has been secured, and will be used 
for ferry service only. 

Steam launches, rowboats, canoes, and some of the famous 
’Quoddy sailboats will always be at the command of guests, 


MAN-OF-WAR NECK, 

Composing about eight hundred acres, has been plotted 
and divided into cottage lots of varivus sizes. These lots, 
as well as many others, are now offered. Nearly all of those 
offered last season have been sold. 

Applications for board may be made to 

T. A. BARKER, 
Office of the Campobello Co., 
er 12 Sears Building, 

Applications for land and for any further information con 

cerning the property may be made to 
ALEX. S. PORTER, 
General Manager Campobello Co., 
27 State Street, Boston, 


NEW HOTEL, 


Summer and Winter Resort. 
THE DUTCHER HOUSE AND COTTAGES. 
PAWLING, N.Y. 


Highlands, 62 miles from the city, on Harlem Railroad. 
Built and furnished thoroughly first-class ; four-story brick; 
large rooms, with closets; steam heat, open grate, gas, 
electric bells. Soft mountain spring water on each floor, 
Ample fire hose and escapes. Elegant opera house for 
amusements and dancing. 

Celebrated orchestra, park, lake, fishing, boating; no 
“— for circular. 


- W. CASS, Proprietor. 


F.W. DEVOE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Artists’ Materials, 


READY-MIXED PAINTs, Dry CoLors, Coors IN 
OIL, COLORS IN JAPAN, PuLP Coors, 
BRUSHES, FINE VARNISHES, &c. 
Cor. Fulton and William Sts., New York. 











Send one, two, 

three or five dol. 

e lars for a retail 

box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 

up in handsome boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once, 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison St., Cuicaco. 


IMPORTANT. 

When you visit or leave New York City, save 
Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRA 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. : 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted upata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upw 
day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant pre 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 


Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel im 
the city. 
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KIDNAPPED !! 





QuEER Cook’s ExcursIOnIstTs ! 





EN RouTE FoR Moscow. 





ANTWERP, May 7th, 1883. 















FTER tossing 
restlessly for 
hours on my bed 
after the Duke’s din- 
ner, I finally went to 
sleep—into a sleep 
ta—..]| which was at first 
fitful, then profound. 
“* These,” said he, ‘* are your compagnons I awakened with a 
& cpa start, feeling stifled 
and uncomfortable. I seemed to be in a tomb. It 
was dark and damp, and a foot above my head I felt 
a plank. The mausoleum, to my surprise, seemed to 
sway and toss in an uncomfortable way, and there was 
a strong smell of oil and bilge water about it. I found 
that I was completely dressed, and felt in my pocket 
for a match. Striking a light, I found that I was in 
a state-room of an ocean steamship, in the corner of 
which my traps were neatly packed. 
I hurriedly made my way to the deck. It was a 
cold, gray morning, and the vessel was rolling terribly 
in a choppy sea. 
















Lave 
a rrpak heen 

“On what steamer am I, and whither bound?” I 
asked of the man at the wheel. 

“The Mis-spent Life, to Antwerp,” he gruffly re- 
plied. 

The horror of the situation overcame me. I had 
been drugged in my sleep in my London lodgings, 
taken to the steamer and booked for Antwerp. I was 
completely in the hands of the Anarchists. 

Going back to my state-room, I opened my portman- 
teau, and found lying on top of my clothes a Cook’s 
excursion ticket to Moscow, via St. Petersburg, with 
the return coupons cut off. The bag of gold which I 
had returned to the Honorable Percy Amarynth was 
stowed in acorner of the portmanteau. I sat down 
upon the berth to think over my situation. 

Just then there was a tap upon my door; anda tall, 
slim man, with a heavy black beard, came into the 
room. 

“Who are you ?” I inquired. 

“T am your conductor,” he answered. 

“ My conductor ?” 

“Ves. You purchased a personally conducted 
Cook’s excursion ticket to Moscow, zia St. Petersburg. 
It is my duty to personally conduct you to Moscow. I 
have quite a large party under my charge on their way 
to see the Coronation.” 

“ And when does that take place ?”’ I feebly asked. 

“The date is not definitely fixed,” he answered. 
“Still we can amuse and instruct ourselves in Russia 
while we are waiting. The throne to be used at the 
Coronation is to be of ebonized oak, with nickel-plated 
trimmings. Are you interested in electricity ?” 

“T am not,” I answered sternly. 

“Tt is dinner time,” he said. “This pink ticket will 
pay for your dinner.” 

I followed him to the saloon. 

The tables were occupied by a crowd of men, and 
the heat of the saloon was stifling. 

I remembered that I was to have lunched that day 
with the poet Dobson, and I had written a dainty trio- 
let to read to him as we smoked our cigarettes. Truly 
the “ unexpected only happens.” “My triolet would 
not be appreciated by these personally-conducted tou- 
rists,” I said to myself, as I looked at their dull; unim- 
aginative faces, which seemed strangely familiar to me. 
The tourists were dressed with the usual exaggeration 
of their kind, and had evidently been gotten up to look 
respectable very recently. They were under a re- 
straint of manner, and seemed very anxious to conform 
to the table etiquette of civilized beings. They occa- 
sionally introduced their food into their mouths with a 
fork, and when on the point of wiping their mouths 
upon their coat-sleeves, would restrain themselves, and 
use the table cloth instead. Still, I felt in my bones 
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that I had seen these faces once in my life before. 
Could it have been at St. Quentin? Was I travelling 
with the whole society to the dreadful mission to which 
I had been assigned ? 

As I was trying to collect my thoughts, my conduc- 
tor, or attendant demon, spoke to me. 








LIFE 


“These are your compagnons de voyage ; all of them 
gentlemen of culture and refinement, whose society you 
will enjoy very much, I am sure.” He smiled as he 
spoke, and I perceived, with a shudder, that he had no 
teeth, The saloon whirled around me, and I knew no 
more. 








WN. TINY 
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Papa: WHat! JIMMY, YOU SMOKE? AND WHAT DO YOU SMOKE, PRAY? 
Jimmy : | SMOKE CUBEBS. 

Papa: AND WHY DO YOU SMOKE THEM? 

Jimmy : Ou! THEY ARE GOOD FOR A BAD COLD. 

Papa: HOW OFTEN DO YOU HAVE A BAD COLD. 

Jimmy : O! WHENEVER YOU GIVE ME TEN CENTS. 











Au LL things considered, the week just gone by was unusually 
eventful. 
* * * * * * * 

Mr. John L. Sullivan, although flabby, and not too sober, suc- 
ceeded, in spite of a knock-down, in standing two rounds and 
part of a third before that tough little Briton, Mitchell, and New 
York paid $13,000 to see him do it. Unfortunately, that other 
distinguished slugger, Captain Williams, interposed his famous 
club before the affair was settled, and both champions are still 
bellowing with discontent, each swearing the other was worsted. 
If Mitchell thinks he is the best man, why does he not accept 
Sullivan’s challenge to fight it out in a barn? If Sullivan thinks 
he is, why is he afraid to meet Mitchellin the ring? Still, it must 
be confessed, that eminent savant, Mr. Pop Whittaker, is yet to 
be heard from. 

* * * * * * * 

Brady, the Irish felon, danced his little rope dance Monday, 
and still no thunders of dynamite shook the breeze. 
Rossa said he would blow up all London and most of Brooklyn 
when Brady was hanged. But O’Donovan says a great many 
things. | 


O’ Donovan 


* * * * * * 





It is to be iat that the brindle Lieutenant who attempted 
suicide because an heiress refused his offer of marriage, will be 
sent either to Ward’s Island or Sing Sing if he recovers, and be 
kept there till Father Abraham wants him. This mixing up of 
gunpowder and romance is fast getting to be a nuisance, and it is 
high time the law took it in hand. Let the button-freckled mon- 
key be made an example. 


* * * * * * * 


When bunko men can deceive a Catholic priest, what sinner is 
safe? 


* x * * * * * 


Linked by the glorious Bridge, New York and Brooklyn are 
now virtually one city. To be sure, the taxpayers have paid mil- 
lions for the wedding, and now the public must pay more mil- 
lions for the benefit which the exercise that walking across will 
give, but we are sure no right-minded citizen regrets the original 
outlay, even if he now howls over the tax imposed in tolls. One 


thing is certain—we have the grandest piece of pontine en- 
gineering extant, and even as an idle ornament it is worth the 
price we have paid. 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 
Hostess: NOW, DON’T STAY OUT HERE ALL THE EVENING. 
FHlost: WE’LL JOIN YOU IN TEN MINUTES. 
Hostess: Miss SCREECHY IS GOING TO SING, YOU KNOW. 
Host: O! WELL :—SAY AN HOUR. 








CONFESSIONS OF A POET. 


RHYME about ‘‘ my lady fair” 

In many a madrigal and sonnet, 
(Her sun-browned face, I am aware, 
Is homely—when I look upon it.) 


I rave about her ‘‘ stately grace,’’ 
(She’s always in a romp or fidget) ; 
Her ‘‘ lissome form” with pen I trace 

(The model is a chubby midget), 


I sing her “‘ rippling golden hair” 

(It’s toused and couleur de la—carrot) ; 
Her voice is “ silvern soft,” I swear 

(In truth she chatters like a parrot). 


I dwell upon her “ languid eyes ” 

(They always are when she is weeping) ; 
Their ‘‘ dreaminess ’’ I emphasize 

(It’s doubtless there when she is sleeping). 


And so on through the poets’ list 
Of ardent adjectives I treat her, 

Which into lover’s songs I twist, 
In every kind of lover’s metre. 





And all of these she is to me— 

E’en though through love’s imagination— 
She is my lyrics’ melody, 

She is their only inspiration. 


And when some graceful thing I write, 
Impassioned, pure, idyllic, tender, 
I then invest, to her delight, 
The cheque in caramels to send her. 
HARRISON ROBERTSON. 





A NEw JERSEY woman has started a singing school for parrots, 
to improve their technique, and writes to us for a name.—Detrcit¢ 
Free Press. 


Call it the Polly-technique. 


WE have known women to go out and forget their false teeth. 
—Dentist’s Fournal. 


We have known women to go out without their gums. 


“Say, Bizzy,” said the office boy to the keeper of 
the chips, “ why were the antediluvian oysters bad ?” 

“ Give it up, dear boy.” 

“ Because it was the time of No-ah !” 
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MORITURI SALUTAMUS. 














- LIFE > 


HE IS AN ENGLISHMAN. 
To the Editor of Lire. 


IR,—I beg to call the attention of your readers to 
the fact that Charles Mitchell, the pugilist, is an 
Englishman, and that, as such, he has characteristics. 
As an enthusiastic student of race and national differ- 
ences, I have remarked with profound interest the evi- 
dences which distinctly stamp him as a Briton. I saw 
him on Monday night in Madison Square Garden in 
active association with John L. Sullivan, Puritan, of 
Boston. Certain large traits which were stupendously 
observable in Hengist and Horsa were apparent in Mr. 
Mitchell at that meeting; but I was especially remind- 
ed then and afterwards of an encounter which I once 
witnessed in the State of Arkansas, between a cyclone 
and an English cock sparrow. ‘The sparrow, so far as 
I could see, was definitely worsted by his antagonist. 
He seemed to me to be an insignificant objective inci- 
dent of the boisterous turmoil which was raised on the 
part of the cyclone. Nevertheless, the cyclone having 
passed, the sparrow sat on the rail of a fence, and, 
trimming his few remaining feathers with a proud air, 
conveyed in his whole manner unmistakably the idea 
that the cyclone had been exceedingly lucky to get off 
in the easy and comparatively uninterrupted way in 
which it did get off. Similarly, Mitchell, as soon as 
the breath had revisited his body and his senses had 
returned to him sufficiently to enable him to distinguish 
which end of himself was which, remarked that it was 
an inestimably fortunate happening for Sullivan that 
Captain Williams stopped the encounter just when he 
did stop it, inasmuch as he (Mitchell) was on the very 
point, at that moment, of reducing his cyclonic antag- 
onist to a grotesque and hopeless wreck. 

This is so “bull-dog,” is it not ?—this showing by 
the sparrow at such a juncture of his fangs, this yearn- 
ing for Sullivan as soon as possible after so stupen- 
dous and flattening a climax ? 

Suppose, after the lightning had struck the Commu- 
nipaw oil-tank the other night, the remains of the oil- 
tank had cried out : “ Ha, ha! how does the lightning 
like that, I wonder!” Of course you would put the 
oil tank down as English. Or suppose that the mon- 
ster meteor which was recently reported to have fallen 
in Texas really had fallen ; that the reported man be- 
neath it had been driven through the earth and come 
out in China, and that as he came out he had said to 
such Chinamen as happened to be in his proximity 
that he and a go,ooo ton meteor had come in contact, 
and that the meteor palpably had got the worst of it. 
Him also you would judge as being possessed of Eng- 
lish traits. 

There is something in the modern English nature 
which enables it to triumph over fact by word of 
mouth. I bow to this curious ability. I beg to draw 
your attention to an interesting instance of evolution. 


I remain, respectfully, 


N. KLINKERFUSS, 
Professor of Theology in Trinity College, Hartford. 





THE WEAKER SEX. 


I AM AWFULLY GLAD YOU ARE.COME WITH US GIRLS, 
JOHNNY—WE’D HAVE BEEN SCARED TO DEATH IN THIS 
LONELY PLACE, 








‘*WHaT’s the matter with you this morning, old fel ?” inquired 
the foreman of the second-deputy-assistant-editor-in-chief. ‘‘You 
look all broke up.” 

“* Didn’t get any sleep last night; I was walking up the ave’ner 
with the Dude compositor, and-I thought up a boss answer to a 
conundrum. I sat up all night, but for the life of me couldn’t find 
the conundrum to fit!” 

‘* Give it away !” 

‘* Why, one is air med‘cine, and the other is Mayor Ed—” 

The second-deputy-assistant-editor-in-chief has climbed the 





golden stair. J. K. B. 
SUNLIGHT and SHADOW. 
One toy— | One ‘‘ cop,” 
A “Sling.” | With club; 
One boy, | A boy 
To fling In “jug!” 
At man At Court, 
A Stone; Judge says : 
As ran, ‘* Bad sport— 
Heard groan ! 10 days !” 
One eye, One jail, 
Hurt bad, A lad, 
Kid “ fly” So pale— 
So glad ! { So Sap! 


EDWIN FERGUSON. 








AT LAST! 


Fa 
THER KNICKERBOCKER AND Miss Br 
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anD Miss BRooKLYN MADE Happy. 
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COM- 
PLAINT. 


IC jacet, glory 4 Mond’y, 
There’s no rum sold a 
Sund’y, 
The law’s a hum, 
Cried the choleric bum. 
I could drink up the Bay of 
Fundy. 





Salt fish we eat a Friday, 
Makes Saturday a dry-day, 

And I’m shaky and glum, 
When Sunday ’s come ; 
Cant swallow a crumb that high- 

day. 





Were it not for Granny Grundy, 
I’d not be barred a Sund’y, 
But at bars get rum 
And swig and bum. R 
Well, I'll guzzle some on Mond’y. 
G. BuMBLE BEE. 





Tue Chicago Tribune says: “Jefferson Davis has 
eaten more crow than any mag Jiving.”—This must 
certainly be charged to the account of the lost caws. 





Pontius PiLaTe, Judas Iscariot and King Herod 
are now suing Salmi Morse for back pay. ‘This may 
after all put Salmi in a Passion. 





Tue Manhattan has a new cover, but is not yet as 
well dressed as it deserves to be. It improves. We 
wish it success. 





McMi.ian & Co. publish “Some of Asop’s Fa- 
bles”’ with pictures showing the modern application, 
as well as illustrating the original tales. Twenty folios 
are given with four pictures to each. As a modern 
instance of The Fox and the Crow is given a suitor, who, 
having flattered a chaperone into singing, takes her 
place on the sofa and is seen kissing the girl’s hand. 
The drawings are by Rudolph Caldecott, whose name 
is sufficient assurance of their merit. 





Mr. Harry Epwarps, comedian, has published an 
amusing book of light literature, containing sketches 
on various subjects and called “A Mingled Yarn.” 
Mr. Edwards is a learned entomologist, and yet this 
book is no hum-Bug. 





“ UNDER GREEN APPLE BouGus” is Helen Camp- 
bell’s last novel. This seems to imply a small boy and 


a good deal of trouble and ginger and things. 
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SERENADING. 


OW to deal with 
the loathsome vice 
of serenading is a 
delicate and often 
a difficult question. 
What Mr. Joun B. 
GouGuH calls “mor- 
al suasion”’ is 
rarely of any use. 
You may talk to 
the offender with 
the utmost kind- 
ness and earnest- 








ness. You may 
assure him that 
serenading de- 
stroys the peace 


and happiness of 
innocent and help- 
less people, and 
degrades the ser- 
enader below the level of any of the brutes, with the 
sglitary exception of the cat. You may even point out to 
him, among his friends or acquaintances, men who were 
rigidly pure and upright, but who fancying that there 
could be no harm ina little serenading, have gradually 
become instructed to the guitar, the flute, or even the 
ear and soul destroying cornet. The wretched sere- 
nader will listen to you respectfully or otherwise, as the 
case may be, but he will refuse to abandon his vice, and 
will after exhibit a shameless and open defiance of de- 
cency which cannot but fill the virtuous mind with hor- 
ror. Here and therea solitary serenader may be turn- 
ed from the error of his way by moral suasion, but as 
a rule it is worse than useless. 

Forcible measures for the suppression of serenaders 
have often been tried and with varying success. Much 
good has been done by throwing large and heavy bou- 
quets of flowers at serenaders. A father, a brother, or 
even the serenaded young lady herself, has sometimes 
hurled one of these missiles with such excellence of aim 
and potency of force as to completely break a violin or 





‘a guitar. When thrown at the cornet that fiendish instru- 


ment is sometimes driven with such violence against 
the mouth of the player as to cut his lips and tempor- 
arily render him unfit for crime. But supplies of 
heavy bouquets cannot always be kepton hand in 
regions infested by serenaders, and they can never be 
made effective against either singers or flute players. 
Buckets of water cdn also be made to do good exe- 
cution. The difficulty as totheir use is that it gener- 
ally exasperates the serenaders to the point of using bad 
language, and gives them a pretext to complain that 
they have not been treated civilly. It is true that cold 
and clean water is seldom fatal when poured upon a 
serenader from a second story window, but it should not 
be used unless the user is perfectly willing to quarrel 
with the offender. As to boiling water, which has often 
been used in Western towns with the result of instantly 
putting a stop to the most boisterous serenade, it should 
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be ‘remarked that our laws do not permit of the scald- 
ing of even acornet-player, and until more enlightened 
legislation can be procured, the law-abiding citizen will 
hesitate to repel serenaders with hot water. 


What is needed is a method of checking a serenade 
and of inflicting severe punishment upon the serenaders 
without, at the same time giving them sufficient cause 
—in their own opinion—to tear down the house and 
assault the inmates. Such a method has recently. been 
invented by a young lady of Marysville, Illinois, and 
to her are due the thanks and admiration of. her sex. 

Marysville has for some years been infested by a gang 
of serenaders, consisting of a violinist, a cornetist, a 
flutist and a guitarist. This gang has been the terror 
of every household with a daughter. Beginning at nine 
o'clock in the evening, with the “Sweet By and By,” 
the serenaders have habitually gone from house to 
house until midnight, thus serenading, on an average, 
thirteen families every night, with the exception of 
Sundays. Nothing has hitherto intimidated them, 
and even when Esquire Jones—a choleric old gentle- 
men—lodged a charge of shot in the guitar, the guitar- 
ist promptly bought a new instrument, and suing Es- 
quire Jones for damages, serenaded his daughter with 
more vigor than ever. 

Last week the serenaders invaded the front yard of 
an estimable widow lady with a daughter, Miss Sarah 
Finch. Though Miss Finch is only eighteen she 
weighs one hundred and eighty-five pounds, and is a 
young person of great fearlessness and strength of 
character. On the night of the serenade which took 
place at about 9:30 P.M, the serenaders grouped them- 
selves under the second story window, appertaining to 
Miss Finch’s room, and standing close together, began 
the Sweet Bye and Bye. At the conclusion of the first 
verse the window opened and Miss Finch appeared, 
leaning out as if on the point of personally thanking 
them for their superb performances. In another mo- 
ment she had thrown herself heavily upon the seren- 
aders. She struck them with the momentum of a 
body of one hundred and eighty-five pounds falling 
through a space of forty-one feet. The result was 
more than even the most sanguine person would have 
anticipated. 


The cornet player was instantly killed, his neck be- 
ing broken. ‘The violinist had his right collar-bone 
broken, and the two remaining members of the gang 
were severely bruised, the guitarist having sustained 
what there is reason to hope are fatal internal injuries. 
The guitar and violin wereirretrievably smashed, and 
the cornet was flattened to an extent that must render 
it permanently dumb, the flute alone escaping unin- 
jured. As for the noble, devoted Miss Finch, she was 
not hurt in the least, since she landed upon the heads 
of the gang, and her fall was thus broken. 

Serenading in Marysville has been, for the present, 
completely broken up, and if the example of Miss 
Finch should be followed by all other unusually heavy 
young ladies, the complete suppression of serenading 
thoughout the whole land, will be rendered certain. 
Miss Finch is the modern feminine Curitius, and the 
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time will come when a grateful people will rear to her a 
monument far more enduring than brass instruments. 


W. E,. A. 








LABORE ET HONORE. 


“THERE is no genius @pringing armed and ready 
Out of the caput of your lucky cove ; 

Like the grave goddess, calm, clear-eyed and steady, 
Born-in the purple from the front of Jove ! 


No stately muse, discreet in lawn and laurel, 
Attunes with loving hand the lyre unstrung ; 

While her pet poet sighs or seeks a quarrel— 
October nightmares these that Musset sung ! 


If we may credit those who toil and suffer, 

Whose brains are neither fuddled, dyed, nor turned, 
Good Captain Fame’s a practical old buffer, 

And only ships us with our passage earned. 


There sits your joss! The world kotows in wonder ! 
His happy wit seems ever on a spree, 

His lightest word reverberates like thunder. 
Alas! He ground it out—like you or me. 


Blind was his fate, as that which now compels you ! 
He climbed the golden staircase on his knees ! 
Ask him his secret—and your idol tells you, 
‘* Who sits cross-legged, sits not at his ease !”’ 


Our heaps of dust old Time comes turning, turning. 
Quick eye the cunning dotard ever bears ! 

The pious oyster’s modest pearl discerning, 
Prizing the toad’s one jewel that he wears! 


And this same genius we are all adoring 
Is but the grace the Arab gained of old ; 
The lamp’s familiar that, from rust restoring, 
Good labor—honest labor—shall unfold. 


T. R. SULLIVAN. 
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BIOGRAPHETTES. 
XVI. 
BENJAMIN BUTLER. 


ENJAMIN’S early history was accidentally drop- 

ped in the mud by Noah, when he landed on 
Mount Ararat, and has been in the mud ever since. 
It is supposed, however, that he is the Benjamin of 
Scripture, and Boston divines hence always avoid read- 
ing those passages of Holy Writ wherein Benjamin is 
mentioned. Other than Sacred writers have thought 
him to be the Ben Jamin or Jim Jamin alluded to by 
Esculapius Major in his treatise on Hog Cholera, but 
this is now regarded by General Cesnola, Susan B. 
Anthony and other antiquarians as improbable. 

Ben figured in our late war, and the New Orleans 
spoon owners have done a good deal of figuring since. 
Ben likewise went to Congress—Ben did—and then 
Ben was bereaved of votes and was made a widow. 
Then Ben in his bereavement went’to Boston and set- 
tled there. Boston has never been herself since. Last 
year Ben clubbed himself together and resolved to be 
a governor. Ben didn’t know what else todo. Ben 
ran. When Ben runs he gets there. So Ben landed 
and has been there ever since. Then Boston changed 
her motto and made it thus: “Of all sad words of 
tongue or pen, the saddest are, we elected Ben.” 
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


(CARTER H. H., Chicago.—(1.) We see no harm in your /ry- 

ing for the nomination in 1884. (2.) Do you stand as much 
chance as O’Donovan Rossa? Just about. (3.) Yes, from the 
specimen editorials you enclose, we would say you were right in 
thinking that there was a little journalistic opposition to you in 
Chicago. (4.) The business manager says he will print your 
speech for $1.50 a line. 


ExtAs L., Mew Haven.—(1.) You won. A straight does beat 
three of a kind. (2.) In that case discontinue cigarettes and 
smoke a pipe. (3.) There will not be another French Ball until 
next spring. (4.) It was probably the result of taking the beer 
after the others. They should never be mixed. 


O'Donovan R.—(1.) We have carefully examined your plan 
for blowing up the bridge, but cannot exactly see how injuring 
Brooklyn will help Ireland. (2.) Yes, it does seem to be the gen- 
eral impression that you are a blatherskite and a rascal. 


McCosu, Princeton.—If you coppered the ace, the dealer was 
right. 


MorGan D.—(1.) Yes, as an advertisement, it was certainly a 
good scheme. (2.) No. They are too funny for our columns. 


Roscor C.—(1.) Yes, if Backus resigns, you might try it. (2.) 
Curling irons are quicker, but paper injures the hair less: (3.) 
If steel ribs are too stiff, try whalebone. 


Davip D.—If you really wish to gain flesh, confine yourself to 
a farinaceous diet. 





FrEDDIE G.—No, we do not think it as advanced you 
socially, 


MARK T.—Send it to the Oshkosh Christian Advertiser. We 


couldn’t touch it with tongs. 


BoLasco.—(1.) No; to take the plot of one play and the dia- 
logue of another is not usually considered original work. (2.) 
Translating a play and changing the title does zot place you ahead 
of the author, even if you do get ahead of him. 





THAT tough old citizen, Beggs, 
Lived on whiskey, tobacco and eggs, 
Nor was he put out, 
When, because of the gout, 
A doctor chopped off his hind legs. 
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OVERDONE. 


A RIDE OF A COUPLE OF HOURS ON A HARD PULLER, IN A CLOSE, DAMP SCHOOL RING, ROUND AND ROUND; 
THIS FOLLOWED BY A HOT BATH; THIS IN TURN FOLLOWED BY A HOT AND RATHER HEAVY SUPPER ; THEN 


TO BED. RESULT, THE ABOVE PLEASANT NIGHTMARE. 











THE KING OF THE NUMSKULLS. 


‘THE King of Numskull Land was one of the wisest of 
monarchs, 

The Numskulls had been in the habit of sending their grain 
to the Land of Nod, receiving in exchange therefor shoes, 
wagons, and farming tools. The men who made shoes in Num- 
skull Land told the King that they were being ruined by 
cheap foreign labor. So the good King puta heavy tax on all 
foreign shoes and leather. Then the shoemakers of Numskull 
Land waxed rich ; but those who worked for them were not able 
to buy the shoes they made. 

It was thought to be a shame that Numskull Land should not 
manufacture its own wagons ; so the good King put a heavy tax 
on foreign- wagons, and the materials of which wagons were made. 
Then the men who made wagons grew rich, and a good part of 
the grain of the farmers went to pay for getting it to market. 

To further protect the infant industries of Numskull Land, 
the good King put a heavy tax on foreign farmers’ tools. Then 
the manufacturers of farmers’ tools waxed rich, and the farmers 
mortgaged their farms to pay for implements to work them. 

The King had been made to believe that these taxes would 
cause his treasury to overflow with coin ; but it happened that no 
shoes or wagons or tools came from the Land of Nod to be taxed, 
and his account of cash showed an alarming scarcity of ducats. He 
could still tax the people, and he proceeded todo so. But his 
tax collectors came back empty-handed, saying that the people 
had given all they had to the men who made shoes and wagons 
and tools, and had nothing with which to pay the tax. 

Though the King had little money, he wanted a carriage, but 


the price astonished him when he ordered one. ‘I used to get 
a better carriage,” he said, “‘ for less than half the money in the 
Land of Nod.” ‘‘ True, O King,” replied the manufacturer of 
wagons, “but to the cost of manufacturing and our regular 
profit we must add the tax, and interest on the tax, and commis- 
sion on the tax, and rattage on the tax, and allthat. But you 
have the satisfaction of knowing that you are protecting our in- 
fant industries.” ‘* That is a great consolation,” said the King, 
“and I will gladly go afoot ; but I must get some new boots.” 

When he was measured for a pair of boots, he was astonished at 
the price. “I used to get them for a third of the money in the Land 
of Nod,” said he. ‘ True, O King,” replied the shoemaker, “but 
you must pay an extra price for the privilege of. protecting our 
infant industries,” ‘‘ That is rather hard,” said the King ; ‘‘ but 
I will gladly go barefoot for the sake of protecting those infant 
industries.” 

Then a strange thing happened. The makers of shoes and 
wagons and tools had great stocks of goods on hand, and they 
began to go into bankruptcy. ‘‘Great King,” they said, “we 
are suffering from over-production, a politico-economical disease 
for which we are not responsible. Your people are unable to buy 
our goods, because we are not fully protected. Give us more 
protection, or the infant industries must collapse.” 

“It seems to me,” replied the good King, as he scratched his 
head, “‘that there is some mistake here. The people are poor, 
and I am poor, and you are the only ones who have made any 
profit by this protection, and now even you are getting poor. The 
infant industries have had a good chance to grow, at the expense 
of the rest of us, and they ought to be big enough to go alone. 
So I shall throw open the gate and let them toddle.” 
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A WARNING TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN. 











‘*[ HAVE BROUGHT YOU A DUDE 
JOKE WHICH I—” 


GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 


T was a very small circumstance of a saloon, and 

had been opened but a few days. 

The proprietor, Mr. Michael O’Houlihan, stood at 
the front door and gazed at the vacant space across 
the street, where goats browsed contentedly upon tin 
cans and potsherds. 

“Do yez see me row av flats over there, sor-r-r ?” 
he inquired, with a tone and air of importance. 

“Flats? No. I see no flats. Where are they ?” 

“Across the way, sor-r-r. Right forninst the two 
eyes av yez.”” 

“T see nothing but a row of vacant lots.” 

“It’s where me row av flats is gwan to be, sor-r-r. 
Do yez see me bar-r-r? I’ve gota _ bar’l av whuskey, 
an’ iverythin’ ilse accoordin’, an’ have opened out in 
shtoyle, an’ the byes take koindly to me, sor-r-r, an’ 
they say they mane to make me the district boss. Nixt 
fall I'll git elicthed Aldherman, an I’ll have the whole 
av me hand in the Aqueduct pie, sor-r-r. Thin I'll 
give out the conthract fur the buildin’ av me flats, 
which I’ve made an offer fur the lots already,sor-r-r. 
Me inflooence in the war-r-d will make it chape to me, 
an’ me bar-r-r acrass the way will ketch a good bit av 
the workmin’s money, an’ I'll rint out the flats an’ 
shtart me a salune on the corner in the foinest shtoyle, 
sor-r-r. Thin I’ll marry the Widdy Maloney, which 
she’s got an intrust in the lots, an’ Mike O’Houlihan’ll 
be wan av the boss properthy houldhers av the city, 
sor-r-r.’ 

His dream of wealth was interrupted by the arrival 
of an imported policeman, who tapped him on the 
shoulder. 
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Ou! YOU HAVE, EH! WELL—! !—!!! NExT! 


O’ Houlihan. 

“T’ve got a warrant fur Misther O’Houlihan, fur 
breakin’ the Ixcise la’ by sellin’ whuskey widout li- 
cense. Come wid me quick, before I club the head 
aff av yez.” 

“Howly mither av Moses !” muttered O’Houlihan, 
as he closed his door. “ A new policeman on the bate, 
an’ it’ll bu’st up the business to shquare him !” 


THE WISH. 


A TOAD sat on the cold, cold ground— 
Thinking. 
An owl sat on a dead tree-top— 
Blinking. 
The toad was sighing for the joys 
Of Heaven ; 
The owl to thoughts of inner owl 
Was given. 


They both bewailed their dismal lot, 
Alas ! 

Both prayed from them the bitter cup 
Might pass. 


Both prayers were heard, you may believe— 
Or not ; 

But, in the fact, I’ll not deceive 
A jot. 


There, on the road, an ange] showed 
The owl the toad. 

The toad he flipped, who thought he slipped 
To blest abode. 


The owl was poisoned by his meal— 
Ah, well! 
Unshriven was toad, and down he went— 
Amen ! CG: 
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Degraaf & Taylor, 


FuRNITURE AND BeppInNc. 


To Buyers in the all-important business of 
furnishing their houses and apartments we would 
be especially gratified to show our new productions 
and rapid advancement in this industry. 

Price and quantity in sight, ready for selection, 
are our Special Inducements at this season. 


DEGRAAF & TAYLOR, 


47 and 49 West 14th St., 48 West 15th St., 
Between 5th and 6th Avs., 


NEW YORK. 


These famous Steel Pens com- 

bine the essential qualities of 

"a Durability and real 

wan uill action, and are 

uited to all styles of writing. 
For sale everywhere, 


vison, Blakeman, Taylor & Co., N. 4 
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Cavanagh, Sandford & Co., 
Merchant Tazlors and Importers, 


16 West 23d STREET, 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw YorK. 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 





BILLIARDS. 


THE MOST ‘EXTENSIVE MANUFACTU RERS OF 





BILLIARD AY POOL TABLES 





IN THE WORLD. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE (0., 





724 Broadway, New York. 


The Collender Billiard and Pool Tables 





have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tabfes, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, < combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY, 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston, 
th St., Philadelphia. 


15 South Fift 'St., St. Louis. 113 S. 


NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 


‘* Render unto Scissors those things which are Scissors.’ 
—([St. Paul to the Fenians. IV., 11, 44.] 


THE Augusta (Ga.) Chronicle calls Jeff. Davis the 
Great Davis, and thus does an irreparable injustice to 
David. 


AN old tin kettle may not point a moral, but we 
have frequently known it to adorn a tail.— Washing- 
ton Gazette. 





TIME is money and money is time, for when you 
give twenty-five cents to a couple of tramps, it is a 
quarter to two.— Washington Gazette. 


THE woman who tore all the lower part of her dress 
off on a nail, and got so mad her nose bled, didn’t 
know whether she had a hem or rage, or both.— e 
Drummer. 


THE St. Paul Dispatch calls for a loan exhibition 
to raise a fund for the establishment of an art gallery. 
Give a fancy dress ball, neighbor, and you will have 
all the low necks-exhibitions your heart could desire. — 
Bismarck Tribune. 


SECRETS of the Confessional. ‘Is it asin,” asks 
a fashionable lady of her spiritual director, ‘* for me 
to feel pleasure when a gentleman says I am hand- 
some?” ‘‘]t is, my daughter,” he replies gravely: 
‘*we should never delight in falsehood !"—/ort/and 
Transcript. 





THE ‘‘course of true love” traced by letters in a 
breach of promise suit in New York ran in this man- 
ner: ‘‘ My Darling Benny,” ‘‘ My own darling Ben- 
ny,” **My own dearest darling,” ‘‘ My own darling 
Love,” ‘‘ My darling Ben,” ‘‘ Friend Ben.” And all 
was over.—£x. 


‘*] HAVE been married for several weeks, and my 
husband and I cannot decide whether we should re- 
tain our old love letters or burn them. What would 
you advise? Mrs. C.” Put them in a pasteboard box 
in the servant girl’s room. A supply of old love letters 
has been known to keep a girl contented in one place 
for three months at a time.—Philadelphia News. 


A NEw YORK man, the other night, attacked a 
wooden Indian at a street corner and knocked it out 
in the fourth round. Then he walked down the street 
a short distance, drew a revolver, and blew his brains 
out. It is conjectured that his mortification was so 
great when he discovered his mistake that he con- 
cluded life was not worth living.—orristown Her- 
ald. 








HEGEMAN’S GASTRICINE, 
A specific for dys —— Sold *y all druggists. 25 and 
o cents per box. nt by mail. J. N. HeGeman & Co., 
Broadway, ¢ corner 8th Street, N. vy? 


BANKERS. 





WILLIAM POLLOCK, — 
BANKER AND BROKER, 
No. 25 Pine St., N.Y. 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE. 


Tewuan HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CoO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 





A. G. HEMINWAY. 








INSURANCE, 








United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
$20 Broadway, 
Xx. | % 


\ 





$5,000 ACCIDENT INSURANCE. 
DEMNITY. MEMBERSHIP FEE, $4. ANNUAL COST 
ABOUT $11. $10,000 INSURANCE, WITH $50 WEEKLY 
INDEMNITY, AT CORRESPONDING RATES, WRITE OR 
CALL _ CIRCULAR AND APPLICATION BLANK. 
ropean Permits without Extra Charge. 
CHAS. “B. PEET (of Rogers, Peet & Co.), Pres’t. 
JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 
320 & 322 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


$25 WEEKLY InN- 








“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.””—SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 Broapway (cor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. 


A FOUNTAIN PEN. 


ALWAYS WRITES, NEVER CLOGS OR GETS OUT 
OF ORDER. 








PRICES $r. 50 UPWARDS. 


SEND FOR CIRCULAR, 
A. S. FRENCH, 199 ! ths N. YY. 





_ AMUSEMENTS. 


SPECIAL. 


UNION SQUARE THEATRE. 








First appearance in America of the accomplished 
London Actress 
HELEN BARRY, 
and first production in this country of Tom Tay- 
lor’s powerful drama 
‘““ARKWRIGHT’S WIFE.” 


Every Evening at 8 o'clock. Saturday Matinee. 





TONv PASTOR’S 14TH STREET THEATRE, 





EVERY EVENING AT 8. SATURDAY MATINEE. 


NEIL BURGESS In VIM. 





Pronounced by the press and public the greatest 
success of the season. The patent revolving stage, 
the great circus scene, etc. 








altimore St. Baltimore. 


bi and 86 State St. ’ Chicago. 367W. 


New York. 


Seats secured two weeks in advance. 











ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE& CO. 


Underwear . a 


Gentlemen’s and Youth’s Undershirts and 
Drawers (Summer Weights) in Gauze, 
Silk, Cashmere, Merino, Palbriggan, 
and Lisle Thread. 


SILK VESTS FOR LADIES. 


In Pink, Sky Blue, Violet, Cream, and 
Ecru, Gauze Merino, Cashmere, Lisle 
Thread, and Balbriggan, for Ladies and 
Misses. 


Broadway and roth St. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE&CO. 


Suit Department. 


Will offer the balance of their stock of 
Paris and other Novelties in Costumes, 
Dinner Dresses, Evening Toilets, Wraps, 
Mantles, etc., at greatly reduced prices. 





Broadway and toth St. 





Durham House Drainage 
Company. 
187 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


Manufacturing the Durham Patent System of 
SCREW-JOINT 


IRON HOUSE-DRAINAGE. 


PLACED IN NEARLY 2,000 BUILDINGS. 


SCHOOL OF 
MINES BUILDING, 
Columbia College. 


No Plumbers’ Material 
is used in this work. Ev- 
erything is new, perfect 
in design, adaptation of 
materials. and workman- 
ship. The Company man- 
ufactures its materials, 
and constructs the work with its own 
workmen, and it assumes an unlimited 
responsibility for absolute perfection of 
materials and workmanship. 

The adoption of this system of con- 
struction will result in a saving of 






LIFE, HEALTH, AND MONEY. 
Send for Illustrated Pambhlet. 





MAT TINGS. 


IMPORTATION. 





Deseap.C Co | 
€OPYRIGETED. 
CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, { 179 Broadway, near 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., and Cortlandt St., 


NEW YORK. 


Yards. 


$5.00, tn Roll of 4o Yards. 


CHICAGO. FANCY MATTINGS—SOLID COLORS. 


CorreEcT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 


AND UNDER THE PaLMER Housr, 





LYON’S FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, SHEPPARD KNAPP & CO 


AND WALKING STICKS. 
Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


Sixth Ave. & 13th St., N. Y. 





A CARGO JUST RECEIVED. OUR OWN 
White, $11.00 per Roll of 40 


Red Check and Fancy, from 


A COMPLETE ASSORTMENT OF FINE 





| HONEST CLARETS. 


WALL PAPER. Vin Ordinaire, $4.00 per doz. 

3 $5.50 to $7.00. 
$7.50 to $12.00. 
GRAND WINES “ bottled 





Medium, - 
Decorate and Beautify your Homes, rime, >. 
Offices, &c. 


at the Chateau” according 
to vintage, $15 to $30. 


| H.B. KIRK & CO., 


QUAINT, RARE AND CURIOUS PAPERS BY EMI- 
NENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS. 


Close Figures given on Large Contracts. 


If you intend to sell your house, paper it, as it 
will bring from $2000 to $3000 more after having 





been Papered. Samples and Book on Decora- | 1158 BROADWAY & 69 FULTON ST. 


tions mailed free. 


[ESTABLISHED 1853.] 





H. BARTHOLOMAE & CO., 
MAKERS AND IMPORTERS, STERBROO 
124 & 126 W. 33D ST., (near Broadway,) N. Y. 
AS. re = 


GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, Ferse ta 


P RINTING [N K Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 


For Sale by all Stationers. 
| THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CoO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York. 


STEEL 
PENS 





60 JoHN STREET, NEw YORK 





This paper is printed with our cut ink, | 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


THE ONLY 


GENUINE VICHY 


IS FROM THE SPRINGS OWNED BY THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT. 


HAUTERIVE ) 
AVD &c 
CELESTINS tas 
GRANDE GRILLE—Diseases of the Liver. 
HOPITAL—Diseases of the Stomach, Dyspepsia. 


&ce. 


To be had of all respectable Wine Merchants, Grocers and Druggists. 





Press of Gillss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 


Prescribed for the Gout, Rheumatism, Diabetes, Gravel, Diseases of the Kidneys, 














